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And thus to one another woman spake, "Lo, more lights race!    They follow him,
they near, Catch and  draw level.    Hark!    Now  you
can hear The tramp of men ! "
Says one, " That baleful sheen Is light upon  their spears.    The Greeks, I
ween,                                                    *
Are coming up to rescue or requite."
But then her mate :   " They mass, they fill
the night With panic terror."
True, that all night things Fled as they came.    They heard the flickering
wings
Of countless birds in haste, and as they flew So fled the dark away.     Light waxed and
grew
Until the dead of night was vivified And radiant opened out the countryside With pulsing flames of fire, which gleamed
and glanced,
Flickered, wavered, yet never stayed advance. As the sun rising high o'er Ida cold Beats a sea-path in flakes of molten gold, So stretcht from shore to Troy that litten
stream That  moved  and shuddered,  restless  as a
dream, Yet ever nearing, till on spear and shield